Sally – Chapter 12

As the cock in her mouth exploded its cum, Sally’s eyes were locked on Mike’s ice blue eyes across the room.  She had frozen in action and felt the cum dribbling from her mouth down onto her naked breasts.  She had stopped riding the cock she was sitting on.  She could not move as she felt her world collapse around her.   Why was Mike here?  He was supposed to be arriving from Singapore tonight and seeing her tomorrow.  And why did he have to find her in such a terrible position – in the middle of an orgy, riding one cock for all she was worth, and sucking off another to its climax in her mouth?  When all she really wanted was to be with him.

Mike broke the eye lock, turning his head and disengaging himself from the two girls sucking his cock.  Sally saw him grab his clothes and leave the room.  She stumbled up off the cock she had been riding and looked around with a sense of desperation.  She saw Rachel lying on her back with three men at her body and stopped short of disturbing her.  She felt devastated and it must have been clear from her face because everyone left her alone.

Then she felt a hand on her elbow.  It was Ryan’s beautiful wife.  “Are you OK?” she asked Sally, giving her a worried look.  “Come with me.”

She took Sally’s hand and led her from the room to a much smaller room next door.  She too was naked but sensing that something was wrong, thoughtfully found robes for herself and Sally.  “Now tell me what happened,” she said, taking Sally by the hands.

Sally was close to tears but the beautiful woman coaxed her story out of her.  She left Sally for a moment and returned with a glass of brandy.  “Drink this,” was all she said and put an arm around Sally’s shoulders.

Then Ryan was with them, also in a robe.  Quickly his wife filled him in and Ryan took charge.  He asked his wife to go and get Rachel and also to ask Neil to come and see him.  Then he put his arm around Sally and held her while they waited.  Rachel came rushing in, naked with a blob of cum on her chin.  She rushed to Sally crying out “What happened?”

Ryan left them to it and soon Sally was sobbing out her story.  Rachel held her while she cried her way through it all.  At the end Rachel said, “Come on Sally let me take you home”.

Ryan’s wife returned and stayed with Sally while Rachel cleaned up and got their clothes.  Ryan announced that a taxi has arrived and led them into the garden to the front of the house.  He apologized profusely for how things had turned out.  He told Sally that Mike had come with a friend of his called Neil and that he had not seen him there before.  That somehow made Sally feel a lot worse.

Ryan and his wife bade them farewell and waved the taxi away.  Sally cringed in the corner of the back seat feeling that her world had turned to hell when she was oh so close to heaven.  She withdrew into herself to drown in her misery, as she had done so often after Jim had died.  Rachel felt increasingly remote and immaterial as she tried to comfort her.

Back home, Rachel took her inside, cleaned her up a bit and put her to bed, clearly distressed at the state that Sally had let herself get into.  Only then did Rachel begin to think about the extent of pain Sally must have gone through when Jim had died, and how much importance she had placed on her future with Mike.  

Sally was not sleeping, just lying on her bed thinking of nothing but those piercing eyes looking at her in astonishment as she sucked that stranger’s cock.  Over and over again, those eyes pinned her down and fuelled the fires of her guilt.  She had heard Rachel tell her that Mike had been at the orgy too, so he was just as guilty.  But that was not the point.  She had been there of her own violation.  She was enjoying having sex with multiple strangers.  And he had watched her.  That was all that mattered.

She suddenly realised that Ian was there, holding her and talking to her softly and calmly as he so often did after Jim died.  Gradually she began to relax to his comforting and eventually drifted off to a fitful sleep with Ian gently holding her hand.

Sally awoke before dawn.  She went out for a drink of water and saw Ian asleep on her lounge.  Seeing him there, obviously to be ready to be at her side if needed, filled her with tenderness towards him.  He had done this so often when Jim had first died.  “I won’t put him through that again,” she determinedly told herself.  She peeped in to see Rachel in the spare room and took her water back to bed.  But further sleep eluded her.

Her thoughts were dominated by what had happened but also by the fact that she had so quickly descended into severe shock.  “I guess that shows just how fragile I still am just now,” she concluded to herself.  But she also resolved to quickly pull herself together and not cause her friends any further alarm.

Ian was gently opening her door, striving to see her face in the half-light.  Sally moved to show him she was awake.  “Thanks Ian for last night.  Sorry I was in such a state,” Sally grimly smiled up at him.

Ian sat on her bed.  “Don’t be silly,” he said as he took her hand.  “We were really worried about you.  Which is not surprising after all you have been through.  Rachel told me what happened and I am not surprised you were is such a state of shock.”  

Sally allowed herself to be comforted by his words for a while.  Soon Rachel came in looking like death.  “I am so sorry Sally,” she cried.  “If it were not for me this would not have happened.  I feel terrible having caused you all this pain.  I just hope some day you can forgive me.”

Sally told her not to be silly and Ian left them to make a pot of tea.  Rachel did indeed look in total despair.  “I have always been such a self-centered person, I know that.  And now look at what I have done to you.  If I had not insisted, you would have not gone there last night.  It’s all my fault.”

Sally found herself trying to comfort her friend.  She got out of bed and together they went out to the kitchen to join Ian.  

It was soon obvious that Sally had recovered her composure and Ian suggested that he and Rachel leave.  Sally secretly thought that Ian was keen to get Rachel away for a while - as her sense of self-recrimination was not helping.  She also wondered what was to become of their relationship.

So Sally was soon alone with nothing but her thoughts for company.  But she was determined not to wallow in self-pity and quickly changed into her running outfit.  She grabbed her surfing gear and headed off to the beach.  A ten kilometre run was followed by an invigorating surf.  The waves were good and she almost forgot her misery as she caught wave after wave.

She got home to find Lauren waiting impatiently in her car.  “Where have you been,” Lauren cried as she rushed to her. “I’ve been calling you mobile for the last hour.”  Sally felt a rush of guilt at having left it at home.  “Lets get inside and you can tell me what happened.”

Lauren was as sympathetic as she had expected but also a bit annoyed that the whole thing had happened.  “But why were you there in the first place?” she had asked, frustrated.  She was obviously not impressed with the answer and Sally thought that perhaps Lauren and Rachel would never be the best of friends.

Lauren stayed the afternoon, which helped Sally a lot.  However, during her evening alone she had determined what to do.

Very early next morning found Sally parking her car at the marina where Mike moored his yacht.  The sun had been up for an hour or so and Sally hoped that she could find her way quietly to the boat.  But she soon found her first hurdle - the gate had a secure lock on it.  Not wanting to phone Mike on her mobile, Sally waited for a while until a couple came through, clearly on the way to enjoy a day’s sailing.  Sally smiled at them and explained she was going to see Mike, whom they knew, and they let her in.

Sally quickly and determinedly made her way to the end of the marina, but stopped in shock as she saw the yacht was not there.  Mike must have taken it away for the weekend.  Dismayed, her confidence evaporating, Sally stood looking at the empty berth not able to think what to do next.

“He sometimes does that,” Sally heard a woman’s voice from behind her.  Turning, Sally saw a woman talking to her from a neighbouring boat.  Sally recognised her as the woman she had previously seen in a tiny white bikini, and who clearly had eyes on Mike.

“I saw him leave yesterday morning, quite early,” the woman said.  “I wouldn’t expect him back until late this afternoon.  Was he expecting you?”  She was obviously enjoying Sally’s discomfort.  

“No,” said Sally, turning away from those mocking eyes.  “I was passing.”  

She moved away to signal the end of the conversation, and sat on a large bollard looking up the bay.  She was not really looking at anything, her mind confused with her disappointment.  But gradually her eyes did focus and she began to watch with some envy the boats move out and head up the bay for a day’s sailing.

Except that one yacht was sailing against the tide.  A very large blue-hulled yacht making its way back towards the marina.  Sally watched it get closer and saw Mike expertly turn the boat into the wind and take down the sails.  She was relieved to see that he was alone on board.

Having secured the sails, Mike jumped back into the cockpit and motored into the marina.  Sally was not sure when he had noticed her but as the boat closed in on the berth, Sally again felt those ice blue eyes locked onto hers.  With more resolve than she felt Sally held his gaze.

As the yacht came in, Sally moved to brace it and toss the mooring lines to Mike.  At last, with the boat secure, they stood looking at each other.  “Can I talk to you,” Sally said softly.

“Come aboard,” Mike said.  Once on deck he gestured her to go below into the cabin.  They sat around the galley table.  Before she could say anything Mike said, “You look different from when I last saw you.”  

Before she could stop it, Sally’s reply was out, “So do you.”

She saw his eyes harden, and quickly went on, “Look, I’m sorry.  I’ve come to try to explain everything.  I want you to know the full story before you make judgement on me.  And I would like the same from you.” She glanced at him but those eyes gave nothing away. 

“I have been absolutely distraught since Friday night.  You have become somebody that matters a lot to me and I can’t leave things so much up in the air.”

Slowly at first, Sally told her story, beginning with the car crash and ending with the moment their eyes met across the orgy floor.  All through it Mike sat back and listened, not saying a word.  “That’s it,” Sally said relieved that it was out, but anxious about the reaction.  

“Thank you,” Mike said but she could not pick the emotion.  “ I suppose I owe you an explanation about my being there.  I flew home on Friday night but bumped into a fellow I know quite well at the airport bar.  Neil Bowden.  We talked for a while and drank a few beers before boarding.  He had only been over there for a couple of days and had his car at the airport.  He lives over this way and offered me a lift home.

“We met up on arrival and shortly after I called you but got no reply.  Then Neil called a friend and got quite excited.  He asked if I minded if we called into a big party at a friend of his on the way home.  I tried your phone again, but got no answer, and really had little option but to agree.  It was about 10.30 by this time and he promised to only stop off for an hour or so.  A quick drink.”

“I guess we got there before 11, and at first I did not realise what was going on.  I had a drink, started talking to a couple of people.  Then looked around to find myself in the middle of an emerging orgy.  Suddenly these people started kissing, then get naked and then start having sex.  I guess before I knew it I was in the middle of it all as well.  Then I saw you.”

He stopped, moved to the galley and got the kettle out and put in on.  He moved back and as he passed her Sally reached out to touch his arm.  The touch sent electricity through her body and she stood.  Mike turned to her and quickly took her in his arms before kissing her passionately.  

Their kiss was savage and their hands were quickly searching for their sex.  As Sally struggled to undo his shorts, Mike’s hands were lifting her shirt to expose her bra-less breasts.  His mouth was on her nipples, sucking and nibbling hard.  She stopped to enjoy the sensation and then moved to pull his shorts down before taking his rock hard cock deep into her mouth.  She was desperate for it and pumped it deep into her mouth as fast and hard as she could.  She felt his fingers pinching her nipples at the same time.  

“I need to fuck you,” he said.  He took her hand and led her to his cabin.  He quickly lay her down on the bed and brought his cock up to her pussy lips.  His need was great and he plunged it in and started fucking her hard.  Sally arched up her hips and moved to accommodate every centimeter he could give her.  

This was incredibly hard and passionate sex – the loving could come later – and Sally was quickly to her first orgasm.  She groaned out his name as she came, and her pussy begged for more.  He pounded into her even harder and soon she felt his body tense and his breathing increase.  With a savage cry and a lunge into her, and another, and another, he left his load as deep inside her as he could.  

Sally quickly slipped down the bed under his legs and took his deflating cock into her mouth.  She licked it clean, again enjoying the taste of his cum.  

She lay down on the bed and Mike lay next to her, their faces only centimeters from each other, their eyes again locked together.  

“What a disaster,” Mike said after a long silence.  “I really should just have gone home.”

“And I should have been stronger with Rachel,” said Sally.  “That’s why I feel so terrible.  I knew, yet I still went.  When in reality all I wanted was for you to come home and come to see me.  I was so scared that I had lost you.  I love you.”  There!  In that intimate moment she had put it into words.  

After a pause she got her response “And me you.”

It was six months later, in late winter.  But Sally was lying naked on a beautiful beach, having just swum in from their yacht.  They had flown north for a winter holiday, three weeks no less, and had hired a yacht.  This was the fourth day out and they had quickly found the secluded beaches they were after.  They had got into the habit of being naked whenever they could and relished looking at each other’s bodies.  

Sally had swum naked in from the yacht, really enjoying the sensation of nude swimming.  Mike had wanted to sort out a few things on the boat and make some calls.  He would join her shortly.  Sally was not at all worried about anybody seeing her – the island was deserted and if another boat came too close she would simply swim back.  

She lay on the sand for a few moments to dry off, knowing she would move to the shade fairly quickly.  Enjoying the warmth of the sun, her mind was full of the fantastic holiday they were enjoying, and their plans – to explore some of the islands, to relax, to snorkel over the coral, and to have sex, to make love, as often as they could.  

They had become hungry lovers, wanting each other as often as possible.  Sally realised that Mike had a sex drive as strong as her own.  She thought back to the previous evening.  They had found a remote bay, far from other moorings, and had sat in the cockpit enjoying a glass of Riesling as they watched the sunset.  They were naked.  Sally was gazing lovingly at his cock as she leaned against his shoulder.  It was her pride and joy and she was constantly admiring it.  She had persuaded Mike to trim the hairs so that she could suck it and his balls and really taste that soft smooth skin.  

She began to gently stroke it with her finger-tips, and was pleased to see the beginning of an erection.  Slowly it grew, responding to her ministrations.  When it was half way there she began to help it with more serious stroking, and smiled to herself when she saw it at full strength.  As she lay her head on his thigh to study it, only centimetres from her face, she felt his fingers begin to massage her nipples.  With all the time in the world she gazed lovingly at his sex, admiring its beautiful head, the throbbing blood vessels that gave it life, and the wonderful soft pink skin.  She blew softly on it before gently extending her tongue to delicately lick the head.  Gradually her licking increased and she took it into her mouth for the third time that day.

She could now get his cock well into her throat and knew how much he liked that.  She was only too happy to oblige.  Slowly at first, for what was the hurry, but then more urgently as her passion increased.  She felt his fingers begin to play with her pussy lips, and moved to accommodate him.  They had made love twice in the morning and Sally was delighted to feel his erection once again strong and hard.  She knew that he could hold it like this for quite some time.

She wanted to give him a really good oral session, as he had done to her in the morning before his need to fuck her took over.  She stood him up in the cockpit and he reached up to hold onto the boom.  That placed his cock at perfect height for her mouth.  She tackled it with vigour, licking it at first, particularly his pee hole, then sucking that lovely head.  Then taking more of it until she could feel it touch the back of her throat.  That’s when she flexed her jaws and began to take it all the way down.  In and out she would do that for a while, before taking it out altogether to allow her to suck his balls.  One at a time she would take it into her mouth gently licking, sucking, nibbling, loving it as if it were the most precious thing on earth.  And all the while Mike stood bracing himself against the boom, loving every second.

She lay down on the cockpit cushions with her head suspended off the edge and invited Mike to face fuck her.  He got into position and began to ease his cock in and out of her mouth, partially at first but then with increasing speed and depth.  She was now well practiced at this and was ready for the first plunge into her throat, taking it with ease.  She smiled to herself with pleasure as she offered her face up for his sexual need.  Her desire was to give him every satisfaction, just as the roles had been reversed that morning.

She knew that he would climax in her mouth but wanted his cum on her tongue rather than in her throat.  It was something to savour.  So when she began to feel him get there, she used her hands to steady his action and restrain his depth of penetration.  His first explosion was right on her tongue, his second, on her cheek and nose.  She quickly grabbed her half-filled wine glass and directed the rest of his ejaculation into that.  What a lovely cocktail, she thought.  But before she took a sip, she sucked and licked his cock, making sure she got every drop, and used her fingers to clean up her face and move his cum to her mouth.  

Lying on the beach, Sally thought it really had been a perfect evening.  They had stayed up in the cockpit for ages after their lovemaking, talking, laughing, making plans.  Wine.  A light dinner, which they ate in the cockpit, but with robes on now to protect against the night air.  

Sally reflected on the last six months since that terrible orgy night.  So much had happened since then.  She and Mike had become so close to each other, almost inseparable.  They lived mostly at her house but all that was about to change.  Mike was going to sell “Ocean Blue” and she her house, and they were going to buy a place together closer to the marina.  Sally had met Mike’s sister Mary, and her son Paul, and they seemed delighted that Mike had met somebody at last.  Mike and Ian were soon good friends with their love of yachting such a common denominator.

Rachel and Ian were now friends but not live-in lovers.  Rachel was a regular at Ryan’s orgy party’s and was quite friendly with Ryan and his wife.  Sally and Mike had twice been there, with Rachel and Ian, for more platonic parties.

Lauren too was deeply in love with John, and he with her.  They now lived together and saw a lot of Mike and Sally on weekends.  John’s business was booming and Sally’s work had paid off handsomely.  She was already working on the next series of yachts.

All in all, things could not get better, Sally thought.  

Turning she saw Mike emerge for the water.  She watched him carefully as the sun glistened off his wet body.  He was in top condition, now being a regular on Sally’s runs, and to Sally’s eyes looked adorable.  Seeing him emerge like that from the water, with his cock beautifully hanging there, got Sally going.  She sat up and watched him approach.

“Have you come to fuck me?” she asked, with a wicked smile on her lips and in her eyes.  

“Whatever my dear lady desires,” came the soft reply.

He took her hand and led her to a grassy patch before drawing her naked body against his and kissing her long and gently.  Their tongues played with the other as they lovingly explored each other’s mouths.  Sally could feel his cock grow and let her hands wander over his back.  

He broke away and lay her down on the grass.  His hands were quickly in action, taking their time to explore her body.  Caressing her face, her neck, her breasts, her tummy, her thighs.  Skirting her sex until he sensed her need.  Then stroking her pussy lips, her clit, rubbing her increasingly lubricated sex.  Increasing her arousal all the time, so that when his tongue first met her clit she was almost ready to cum.  When it lapped her pussy she began to groan and lifted her hips off the grass.  When it met her anus, she was well into her climax with her head about to explode.

She subsided to his gentle nibbling on her pussy, but she knew he would start again.  He was intent on her satisfaction.  His licking gradually intensified, stopping at one end to orally massage her clit, and at the other to circle her anus.  This was an uncommon pleasure and signalled to Sally that Mike was also much aroused.

She came again to his oral loving and could feel her love juices being sucked from her pussy.  Then his fingers were at her pussy, her clit, her anus, with a rubbing, a pinching, an insertion.  Now she wanted a good hard fuck.

She got to her knees and offered her sex to him doggy style, with her bottom up in the air and her shoulders lowered.  “Fuck me hard,” she said. 

“I fully intend to,” was the reply.   

The feel of his cock on her pussy was heaven and it met no resistance from her lubricated lips.  In hard, then out, his fucking began.  His magnificent rod plunged in and out relentlessly and she knew he could keep going and going until he chose his moment.  He had incredible control and staying power.  The feeling was sensational and she felt her body swell to another cum.  From deep within her it grew until it was delivered with a loud scream of pleasure, safe in the knowledge that only her lover could hear her.  

She felt his cock move to her anus and braced for the initial insertion.  This was a relatively frequent but not a regular part of their lovemaking.  She was quite wet and his cock was soon finding its way through her anus.  Oh so slowly at first but with growing pace.  Sally knew that this would be Mike’s climax and moved her body to give him all the assistance she could.  He was going rapidly now and she could feel his hard cock in her passage as he rammed her.  

He was nearly there, his breathing loud and short with low moans beginning to escape his mouth.  Harder and faster he went until he thrust at her hard and exploded deep inside her.  He thrust again and buried his cock as far in as he could.  

Their passions subsiding, they gently kissed and lay on the grass to gaze tenderly into each other’s eyes.  Soon they got up and went back to the water to slowly swim back to the yacht.  

[ A:\Sally_12.doc ]
Page 9

